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X HIS piece was once a great favouriti& wiih. the town, but 
iTafhipn, like l^intfe, Bath — 

And truly, aiinengist many better thiags, Fashion baih pop- 
pod the Maid and Magpie into his wallet for the tooth of 
the great-sized monster, who seems to be making a com- 
Cortable meal upon it. The picMse is seldom played, and 
never with much attraction. Besides, too, it has the cry- 
ing sin of being a melo-drama^ a sin which of all others 
roost o^ends the delicate nose of criticism. The critics have 
agreed, magm consensu^''^ that the trash of pantomime, 
the trash of force, the trash of burtetta, nay any trash, and 
all trash,; may, be toleraud, but not melo-Klrama : it is the 
very hobgoblm of criticism — it is the natural enemy of the 
legitimate, drama ! Legitimate drama — What does this 
phrase iq^, and where is it to be found ? in the songs 
and dances of the Greek tragedy, in the cold unnatural 
dialogues of the French school, or in the witchery and 
mueifc of Macbeth ? It is to be hoped that some wise critic 
of some wi&e magazine will settle this knotty point, till 
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whtn, we must be content to think that this melo-drama is 
ii delightful compolition, and much more true to nature than 
the hobgoblin tragedies which it was the fashion to admire 
about two years since) or the prosaic insipidities, which 
have since acquired the palm of popular approbation. Let 
it be clearly understood that this remark is limited to tka 
productions of the last ten years. 

The Maid and Magpie is founded on an event of real life, 
and may therefore set at defiance the sharpest arrow in the 
quiver of criticism ; — ^its fable can not be called unnatural, 
— and to this advantage, which is perhaps fortuitous, may 
be added the excellent blending of the ander-plot, which ie 
so mixed up with the main story, as to seem an essential 
part of it. This is a merit which is not to be found in many 
superior writings to the Maid and Magpie, but it seems ab- 
solutely necessary to dramatic perfection. The two stories 
of a play, if not visibly and strongly united, destroy each 
ether's interest by distracting the attention. The mind, no 
sooner becomes fixed on one plot, than it is called off te 
another, and is to be satisfied in the end by the union of 
these divided streams. 

The comedy of this piece, if comedy it may be called, is 
not very striking ; Blaisot is a very every-day sort of gen- 
tleman, and even the Farmer, is more interesting than 
humourous. But to make amends for this deficiency there 
is a great portion of nature and character in both of thenu 
Annette, too, deserves the same praise ; she is from begin- 
ning to end the Maid of Palaiseau, and more particularly 
in Miss Kelly ^s acting. It may in truth be said to want 
nothing of perfection. 

Of the three alterations from the French original, that by 
Mr. Arnold is decidedly the best. By the blending of Blai- 
sot and Richard into one part, the interest of the drama i» 
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brought more to 4 focus, while nothing that we can see n 
lost in character. On the contrary, Blaisot seems a fitter 
lover for Annette than Richard, who moreover, always ap> 
pears like an intruder, or at least by his presence makes 
Blaisot such. Indeed by this scattering of the strength, both 
were wanted, yet both seemed in the way, and thus it al- 
ways will be while the interest is divided amongst too many 
characters. The oak that is strong in its wholeness, is 
weak as childhood when split into many rods. • 
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Stage Directunu. 

By R.H. - -- -- -- is meant - Right Hand. 
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B.E. Second Entrance. 
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M.D. ...... ..... Middle Door. 

D.F. . ... . Door in Flat. 
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EYRARD. 

"White nBimenlal ndt, dnb^mloiued loqnelavre. 

CLAIR. 

Had. 

FARMER OBHVAS. 
'Giey eokt, iSowoied waiiteMt, and eord braediet. 

BAILUE. 

OM ladiioned Uack doth suit, Uack stuff gown, and small cocked 
'kat. 

BLAISOT. 

Giey«oiMry «Qat) flowered «»ittooat,atid buff breeches. 

ISAA& 

Black gaberdeDe,.Scc hat. 

RICHARD. • 
l¥hite T^roental jadset, hnediei and gaiters. 

DANCERS. 
White military jackets, fontalooiu and caps. 

DAME GERVAS. 
Scarlet stuff gown striped with bkck, muslin apnm trimmed with 
Uack, and high cap. 

ANNETTE. 

Buff cloth petticoat trimmed with black, brown sarsnet body trimmed 
irith green and yellow, green sarsnet apron trimmed with the same, and 
Frendieap. 

PEASANTS. 

White petticoats, red and white striped body^s bound with black, mal^ 
Im faaodeau's for the head. 
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Annette Mist Kelly. BfiaKdlf. 

Dtme Cervag Bin. Spnrki. BIrh Hariowe. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.~JRepr«Mf|<» « lar^e court tn the Farm 
of Palaueau, £i the Itft, the entry {or front 
door) of the homse; on the rights treee^ tMi 
very thick foliage^ particularly one, on a branch 
of which hangs a large baeket'Cage^ with a 
Magpie in it. Jit the bottom of the stage^ in 
fronts a hedge ; in the cmtre of which is a rus- 
tic gate for entrance ; and, in the back'ground^ 
a hill^ and the country tn perspective. 

Blaisot, l.r.8»e. /rom Cottage door, 
Mag. Blaisot! Blaisot! 

Blais, {In the house.) Coming, comiog. {Enters 
in a hurry ^ wiping kis mouih.) One has never a 
momenf 8 timie to ■ Here 1 am ; what do you 
want ? — Nobody here ! (Sees Annette coming dovm 
the hilLf R.u^ to the gate.) Ah ! there's Miss An- 
nette ; to be sare, it was she calPd me. — What 
a nice girl that is — and to be a servant too ! it's 
a thousand pities. 

2 
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THE MAGPIE. 



Enter Arreite, r.b.u.e. 

Ann, (F«ry faiiy*) Ah ! Bladsot, is it you ? 
Blais. J say, tlisA Aodette, bere I am ; you 
caird me, didn't you ? 
Ann. Not I. 
Mag. Blaisot ! Blaisot ! 

Blais. What ! it^s you^ is it, with your cursed 
ugly mug? «^ Blaisot ! Blaisot !" 

{Mocking the bird.) 

Ann. (LangAtng.) Why, Blaisot, Maggy is al- 
ways latigbiBf at you; But jou ought td be used 
to it by Sua ttonh 

BhiMi Used to it indeed 1 1 Wouder how yoo^d 
like to he served sdi-i^-l had just got the bottle 
of daone Gmjfta^t ctordiul xx^ to my mouth, when 
that spiteful teli^tals lulli^s out, «^ Blaisot! 
Blaisot before I etmld Cahe a drop of it 

Ann. Served you right Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Mag. Ha! ha! hal 

Blait. You laughing at me too ? — 1 wish I could 
wring your neck off! {Threatening the bird.) IVs 
a pity some good cat doesnH strangle her — I 
can*t see the use of such fertoln. 

Aikn. OB^ g^odd me at leant— to prevent peo- 
ple frotu dritikitt(( what doesft^t belong to them. 
CCrossee to h.».) So tAke care of Mag^y in future, 
Mr. Bldisot [j4n9i6*^Emt ihto tht Cottage^ l.h.s.e. 

Blais. Take caire of her !"— that I will. I 
wonder Why daine Gervas takes such pleasure 
in such a chattering devil ! Birds of a feather, 
they say. Ecod ! I donU know which chatteni 



THS HAQPIE. 



11 



ittoat all daj |pDs^-*-ril be up witb you op^ of 
these days, (To ih^ J^a&pie) you jackdaw ! 

Dame. {SpuLkwe wi^vt the hmw^ h^i*) Do 
mind what yoaVe aoppt — sweep out thQ parlouT) 
AnDette« and try mi get things ready to lay the 
cloth. 



Nothing done here at five o^Qlock, and our dear 
809 Ri(^|Msd ooming at W •* — Where's that lazy 

(fiZaix. ( Wbfi bad (ee* p^ing hi$ Jingeri inW the 
4^aeOOh!oh< 

fiamf^' Well, w»lmt^8 tb« matter now ? 

J$lais, A murraia ta^^ thi$ Q^^y bfast ! iogsk 
here — look at my finger ! 

Oqmp. Vm ^lad of it What buaineM have 
yoiji with the bird ? 

Blais. {To the Cage.) Wait a bit-- wail a bit ; 
ru do for you oae of tbeise moraiqg^. 

Dame. Do you mean to stnpd tbere all day, 
4oing nothing ? Go and get tbe large table, and 
place it under the trees-*-do you mind — it is 
there we shall sap. 

Blais. And is Master Richard coming ? What 
a fine fellow my coqsin inu9t be by tbi9 time !~ 
and he has got bis discharge--- that's the best 
on't. 

Dame, Yes, yea, ^laisot ; thank Heaven, after 
six years and eight months, my dear son is com- 
ing back, never to leave us 9fim* 9ut will you 
stir^ sir, I say ? 



Enters frotn the Cottage. 
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BlaU, And tucft a fine thing to bear him talk 
of his battles, and ballets, and sabres, and 

Dame. Will you go and mind your business, I 
saj, and not stand there prating all day tong? 

{Pushes him over to l.h.) 

Enter Gbryas, l.h.v.b. rolHng a barrel 

Gerv, Here! Blaisot, my boy, lend a hand. 
Blais. That I will. 

Dame. What are yon abont, Mr. Gerras ? . 

Gerv. That side-r-take care — now we hare ft : 
roll him up snug — that's it. There won't be 
too much, wife, never fear. Consider, all the 
village is coming, young and old, for our boy's 
arrival. No fete without wine — that's Farmer 
Gervas's maxim. 

Blais. Yes-*that's our maxim ; and the fiddlers, 
you know, must whet their whistles-^and we 
shall have such fun. 

Dame. Don't prate so; but go and lay the 
table, as I told you. 

Bktis, Vm going. — {Ooes to arrange the table^ 
after carrying it in.) 

Gero. Well, wife, is all ready ? nothing forgot ? 

Dame. " Nothing forgot," indeed ! — 1 like 
that. Things would go on prettily in the house, 
if I was not to look about me, and do every thing 
myself. 

Gerv. I know it, wife : for vigilance, activity, 
and cleverness, there's not such another within 
twenty miles round. 

3ame. I defy you to shew me a woman in the 



{BUmat laughs.) AoA wHvt ia*e you ieio^ A|r. 
Drone ? {Qiving hiv* fl| A^^f ^ ihe fur*) Yoa af^ 
to laugh, are jou, instead of mkviMiAg bosi* 
oess ?-r-a lazy knave S<^s|»4 the table aot half 
laid : every thing must b« d^p^ by i9€ ; I laa 
not a creature in ^e Ikhw^ ^ M^ift ip^, 

Blais. Lord ! lord ! h^w cap you f |iy f o ! I hav^ 
not tine to say my {wyeeS) fio4 fiae n^eot in 
tweoty-four hours — and Apnette, 9h« does 
notbii^ either pexhaparnpoer little hoqI ! 

Dame, Hold yttnr tongqe i fay-^r^h^'s not a 
bit better than yoo af*^* 

Gerv, Fie, fie, Dame — ^you donH do justice to 
thatdexoell^nt girl-^is fhe not alwf^ys al heir d^ty, 
and with miidi^ss ^ 

Dam€. I hate mildQeasr^who ^rea far a girl 
that^s always watching ev^ry look of ypur's to 
do a thin^ before she^s hid : Vd rather have that 
oaf, though he sets ine puul twenty tiya^ a day 
with his stupidity — tbeve^a so^ie n«e io a block- 
head of that kind — he puts me ip a passion-^ I 
give him a box on the ear— it ipafces niy blood 
circulate, and keeps ipe in health. 

BUtis. Ecod, but i donH like to be your doctor 
after that there fashion. 

£hme. Yes, indeed 1 Anp^tte thi3, and Annette 
that, and so handsome fonsooth ! Wid evevy body 
ip love with her-^and s«cb sweet stuff^even 
that old fool the Baillie, Heaven forgive me^ 
hat I thi&k he's in love with im too. 

Gerv. Do ^OQ know I have obsorvod it, wife; 
ws^ thero ever sqab a ailly dotaud? 
2 * 
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Danw, And let me tell yoa, Mr. Gervas, all 
this Donseme spoils the girl— it is a good work- 
ing person I want, and not one of jour handsome 
foll^, for a servant. 

Gerv. Gently, gently wife ; recollect that An* 
oette is not in oar hoose as a common servant — 
yon know she was rather committed to oar pro- 
tection, by my sister at Paris — she is the daugh- 
ter of as good a farmer as myself; and thoagh 
poor Mr. Granville, her father, lost all his pro- 
perty, and was obliged to tarn soldier at last, 
that isn't the iaalt of the poor girl, who, yoa 
mast allow, deserves every thing we can do for 
her. 

Dame, Mighty well — ^all that's true enough, 
but a young and handsome girl in a farm-house 
— I don't like such people about me— Mr. Gervas. 

Gerv. There's something in that to be sure — 
never mind wife — we can't all be handsome you 
know — let me see, — (Looking at his watch.) — 
half-past five : and Ricnard writes that we may 
expect him at six. 

Dame, True ; well then — I'll tell you what 
we'll do — I'll just go into the house, and give a 
look to see how things are going on, and we^ll 
walk to the top of the hill to meet the dear hoy. 

Oero. Well said, dame — how happy shall I be 
embrace our son after such an absence;— 
hetfkye, dame, we most think of getting him a 
wife. 

Dame, Aye, aye ; we shall see in proper time. 

Gerv. I have something in my head. 

Dame. In your head indeed 7 that's my affair ; 
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Ricbard^s marriage is my business, Mr. Grervas^ 
— (Calk Annette.) — and be shall marry — 

Mag. Annette ! Annette I 

Gerv, Dame — did you hear Mag, there? thai 
bird's a witch — He knew my thoughts. 

Dame. And let me tell you Mr. Gervas, iVi 
not my thoughts, I assure you, and don't let m€ 
hear — 

Enter Annette, from the Cdtage. 

Ann, Did you call me, ma'am ? 

Dame, Yes, child ; you must ussist ' in laying 
the table, and getting things ready and nice — i 
shall go and prepare the linen and plate, bat 
take care and don't let the same thing happen 
this time that did a fortnight ago; on my bus* 
band's birth-day — i don't blame any body — anoth« 
er los^ of that kind would be no joke to me-— a 
silver fork's a silver fork. 

Jnn, Oh ! ma'am, you may depend upon it — 
that unlucky fork has made me miserable evet 
since. 

Gerv. Bah — and after all it's a mighty loss, 
indeed ! I tell you, wife, I'll hear no more about 
it — ^you dinn'd it into our ears for a week to- 
gether; and that's more than it was worth. 

Dame. Well, and do I say any more about hi 
I don*t think of it for my part — come with me, 
Blaisot, I want you ; don't be impatient, xaf goo4 
man-^i shall be with you in two minutes. 

[Exit^ with Blaisot^ into Cottage^ 

Gerv, What's the matter, Annette ? you look 
unhappy. 



Aum. Bfudam Qer?as will atill UUc to me of 
that fork. 

Gerv. Poh ! donU oniod—let her talk ; yon 
Jfxkow al^e loves it — but she means nothing. 

Ann, Ob! yes— she means, I know, that if I 
been more attentive, the fork would not 
have been lost, and that makes me so unhappy. 

Gerv* What does it signify, people can^'t an- 
swer for such accidents — let us talk of other 
matters— berets Richard a coming — I dare say 
you're very sorry now, eh ? 

Ann, Oh no, I am delighted,~who would not 
be glad to see Richard ?-hk> good a son, so mild 
«^so kind— why he's the very picture of you, 
Mr. Gervas. 

Gfem. ladeed ! a little fotterM or so— I see 
yoo like him^ merely out of friendship for me, 
yOQ litUe r<^ue ; suppose now I was to make 
you a present of this likeness of mine. 

Ann. To me, siri 

G^rv. Come, come, my dear child, Richard 
bas no secret from me — ^you are a good girl—- 
your education, your sentiments are such as 1 
cottk) wish-««your father is a poor man — what 
then ? be is iqi honest one, that^s enough for me 
—-and his alliance would do honour to the best 
-*but I'll say no more. 

Ann* Good Heaven ! what have I heard I <^an 
Ihe peor Annette bope ! but Dame Gervas— rmay 
ped^^— 

Gero, We Ojiust let ber scold a little to be 
sure — she -d fall sick if she could'nt scold ; but 
qt bottom she's a good seal, betie ve roe ^there- 
fore, hope the best, we'll manage matters. 
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Ann. Oh ! sir, ydur goodnea0~ 

Enter DameGervas and Blaisot, /rom ^Qoitage. 

Dame. Come, Mr. Gerras — Vm readj. — {Car" 
rying a small baskU of Forks and Spoons.)^neT^^ 
Anoette— "I Deed oot teU you to take care of the 
plate. I should not use it, 1 a^ure you, if ii 
wasQ^I^ for Riehard^fl ,&te-^baTe aa eye to it 
child. 

Ann. Certainly, ma'aia, 
Gerv. Annette — we're going to- meet fUchard 
Bkns. To meet Richard f ecod Til be first 
though. 

{Throwing down what he has in his handfi^ ht 
scampers AroisgJythe gate up the hill hefon 
them.) 

Oerv. Adieu, Annette, we shall return direct* 
ly, remember what I told you y and rely upei 
me. i 

Dame. Do have done with your. compliments, 
and come along. 

^ExeuntGerv. and Dame^ through theGate^ R.H.u.f. 

Ann. {Arranging the Table^ and laying thi 
Knifes and Forks.) The worthy Mr. Gervaai he 
bids me hope, and 1 shall see my dear Richard 
once more ; eyery thing conspires to make me 
so happy ! and my dear father too, whom I shall 
soon embt^ce ! he writes nae word that his regi- 
ment is coming to Paris, and that he ifiil ask 
permission to come here, for a few days^l am 
so delighted I and he says he has rOjceiTed the 
little money I have been able to spare. 
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IfAAC at a liiile distance hMnd ike hedge^ l.r.I7je. 

ha. Kniv«8,9ci8iara,lace,watclie9-^aQ7pett]r 
▼90tt> to py, &c. 

4tin. Ah ! here^s the Jew that eomes every 
to oar Tillage— I're 90 BKmey now, aod I 

xft regff et it ; how could it be so well disposed 
pf asasnsting a father ia distress f 

fta. ^Looking over ikeJiedge,) Knives, scissars, 
kc. 

4nn. We want Dothing now?, g*oed fisan, there's 
iM)bod]r at heme. 

' f«a. LooALye here, niatfiiHilselle, lieM^ the 

ee tings ail fresh from Paris— here's tlwa Ihim- 
», th^ crosses, fto. 

jkn. I tell you, ve want nethinf now. 

DonH be anger, matimoiselle— bo facfa6 : 
lodged in te fite horse in te village, two I 
days, no more, if yon vmts any ting in my little 
▼ay. I 
Jitn. Very well— very well. 
I$a. Gentile Demoiselle, vary pretty knives, 
fci8Sars,fiu^. [£int, r.r.v.e. Mutie. 

Bmer Blaisot, RJS.r.E. running down the kiU. 

JIfMt. Here he is ! I saw him first 

Ann. Yoa saw him, Blaisot? 

Bhm. Te be sure I did. ^« Blaisot my b«y,'^ 
fays he, how is my dear Annette ?" She's dy- 
ing to see you, says I— you're grown a very 
haadssHia fellow ; and then, says he, catching | 
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hold of my hand, he gttre it i 
I can hardly open my fiiis^.\ 



Our 




^iifi. Oh ! Richard, and is it 
once more-^(Ahcnc.) What d<£ 
Blah. Why the fiddles to be 



whole village, in their best SundaX 
ing to Master Richard^s fSte ?-^h4 
here they are. 

Ann^ I can hardly breathe with joy 

Enter Richarp, Geryis, Dime, and atl' 
LAOER8 coming down the hiU. — Richafx^ 
he sees Annette^ runs forward to embrm 

Rich. My beloy'd Annette. 

Ann. Oh ! Mr. Richard. 

Oerv. Bravo ! bravo !— -come my friends : iiab^ 
haste with the supper. Dame. 

Dame. Poor Richard must be so hungry aAer 
his long march. 

Ridi. No, mother, I donH think of eating now. 

Dame. Come, Miss Annette, is there notfaiait 
to do? 

Gerv. Easy, wife, let them ask one alM»ther 
how they do. 

Dame. Yes ; but I don't like— - 

Gerv. I say you do like to see our Richard ar* 
rive ; ar'nH you glad to see him so strong, fiiMl 
healthy, and gay ? 

Dame. Do you hear your father, Rlohbrdt 
He asks me if I am glad to see you-^whjr I'm 
mad with joy« 

Rich. Dear mother, 1 know it {EmkratesMr.) 
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Gbv; Tlml^ft it-*«that'ft m it should lie. 
hRieh. {To Annette ) How much you are im- 
roired, my dear Annette ! 

Gerv, {To the FiUag9r9.) Come, ray friends. 
Here's a barrel of old wine to drink Richard^s 
kealth in. 

Fill Thank ye, thank ye, farmer Gervas. 

Jnn, {To Richard.) You sometimes thought 
of poor Annette ? 

Rich. Oh!— always — never a moment from 
my thoughts. {They all sit.) 

A Dance. 

Dame. {Buttling at the table.) Put that dish 
here — that's Richard's favorite dish— set it be- 
fore him. 

Gero, Blaisot, tap this fellow ; {Pointing to the 
barrel.) bleed him without mercy. 

Blais. We'll not leave a drop in his body. 

Oerv. {To Richard.) There he is! why the 
8%ht of him makes me ten years younger. What 
do you say of Annette ? Isn't she 

Rich, Handsomer than ever ! 

Oerv, Not a word of that now — mum. — Well, 
Richard, you quit no more. 

Rich, No, father; having served my country 
With honour, I have bow a right to share my 
father's labours, and make liis life comfortable 
atid happy. 

Gerv, Dear boy! 

Dame. Now for it, every thing's ready, let 
us sit down« 
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Gerv. lUchard, tjbere's joar place, near your 
mother — Annette sits here — if the Baillie comeS) 
he shall sit there, and you, master Thomas, and 
farmer Lucas sit down. Blaisot, take care. 
There daoqe away; berets Richard^s health! 
{Ml t<wh glasses,) health and joy to our friends 
apd neighbours. — {Rising.) — Bravo, bravo ; now, 
my friends, all go into the inclosures, under the 
chesnut-trees, and we will follow and join in the 
dance. Blaisot, carry bottles and glasses, and 
when they want filling, there's the fountain. 
{Points to the barrel.) 

Blais. Yes, master Gervas, here we go ; fol- 
low fne, hoys. [Miuic — Exeunt dancers at the gate. 

Rieli, ^nd jaow, mother, before it is dark, I 
must go and see my dear uncle ! 

Qerv, Do so, Richard, the sight of you will 
cure the gO'Ut, I warrant me. What do you say, 
wife, let's go along with him, ^nd see my poor 
brother? 

Dame. To be sure — ^it's quite right ; Annette, 
child, do you stay here ; you know what you 
hare to do ? 

Ann, Yes, ma'am. 

Rich. Dear Annette, we shall not be long. 
Ann. Adieu, dear Richard. 
Gerv, Here take my arm, irife. 
Dame. Not I indeed ! here's the arm that I 
shall never quit again. 

[Exeunt with Richard over platform. 
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Enter Evrard, disguised in an old great coat and 
flapped hat r.h.u.e. 

Ann, I mast make haste, and put up all the 
things, or Dame Gefyas will he so angry. Let 
me first count the plate. (Puty them one after 
another at the upper end of the table,) How i lore 
thee, dear Richard ! 

Evr. {Hesitating and looking about,) This 
must he the farm-house. 

Ann, It's all right, the numher is exact 

Evr, My daughter! — If I could hut speak to 
her alone. 

Ann, He's such a charming young man !— how 
he vowed to me at the very table, that he would 
make me the happiest of wives. 

Evr. My poor child ! and I am come to des- 
troy all her prospects ! cruel destiny ! 

Jinn. What is this ! — ^the poor man looks dis- 
tressed. What is the matter, good friend ? 

Evr, {Discovering himself,) My child ! 

Ann. {She throws down the last spoon, and runs 
to embrace him,) My dearest father ! 

Evr, Hush ! speak soflly. 

Ann, Good heavens ! — why ? 

Evr, Last night our regiment came to Paris ; 
I asked permission to come and embrace my 
child — but for one day ; — the * commanding^- 
officer refused me — I urged — I entreated — he an- 
swered me harshly and cruelly — I upbraided him 
with want of feeling. It was imprudent, I con- 
fess ; he lifted his cane to strike roe, when, for- 
getting the subordination due from a soldier to 
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his officer, I drew my sabre, and would have 
put him to instant death, if my comrades had not 
prevented me. 
^nn. Ob, horror! 

Evr. Orders were immediately given to arrest 
me ; but, beloved by my fellow soldiers, they 
assisted my escape ; with the little money you 
sent me, 1 bought this disguise, and at day break 
my brave friend, St. Clair, conducted me to the 
wood hard by. 

^nn. My dearest father, let us still hope — 

Evr. No, my child, it is in vain ; the court- 
martial must assemble this morning, and sen- 
tence of death will be infallibly be pronounced. 

Ann. Then remain with us : with your child 
there is yet safety. Mr. Gervas — his wife — his 
son — I am sure will do every thing. 

Evr. How, Annette ! plunge your benefactors 
in danger. No, this village is too near . Paris ; 
since 1 have been lucky enough to find you alone, 
promise me — ^swear to me, by the duty and 
affection you owe your father, that you will 
never discover to human being, my imprudence 
or my fate. 

jJnn. Not to Mr. Gervas ? 

Evr. Not even to him, if you wish to save 
your father from despair, promise me never to 
reveal his unfortunate story. 

Ann. 1 solemnly promise. 

Evri It is for your sake, my beloved child, 
that I demand this promise ; you have (unknow- 
ingly) confided to me your hopes ; it is of conse- 
quence to you, that neither Richard or his pa- 
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rent! shoold be even acquainted witb my dis^race^ 
I am known in the regiment onlj bj mjassnmed 
name of Evrard, and none suspect me to be 
Farmer Granville — the death of the poor soldier, 
Evrard, will excite no attention; and if they 
hear it in this house, they will little think It is 
their old friend. 

Arm. Oh ! my father, if nothing but flight and 
eternal exile will do, happiness is banished 
from Annette's thoughts ; we'll fly together, 
always with you ; I shall but breathe for your 
safety — I will partake of all your danger— live 
or die in the arms of my father. 

Eror. Best of children ! Heaven forbid I should 
accept such a sacrifice — alone, and marching 
by nights in the woods and unfrequented paths, 
there may be still a hope that passing \ht fron- 
tiers safely — 

Ann. {She sees the Baillie coming at a disioAce,) 
Good Heaven — ^somebody — ^it's the Baillie. 

Evr. Cruel interruption! I had something 
more to tell you. 

Ann. 'Tis impossible now, here is the vile 
Baillie ; sit down at the corner of the table ; and 
cover your uniform. {He crossses to r.h. and 
sits down at theupper end.) 

Enter the Baillie at the gate^ k.b.v.e. 

Bail, (l.h.) There she is, and alone! I met 
Dame Gervas and the family in the square. 
(Aside.) Vm come apropos to find the beautiful 
Annette at last by herself. 
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j3»n. Come, mj poor maD, take this glass of 
mne ; it will comfort you, and give yoa strength 
to continue your journey. 

Bail, Good day — ^good day, beautiful Annette. 

Ann, Your servants, Mr. Bailiie. 

Bail Who is that man ? 

Ann, A poor traveller, quite worn out with 
hunger and fatigue ; 1 made the poor man sit 
down and refresh himself a little. 

Bail Very right, very right — always charita- 
ble, but when shall I have any kindness in re- 
turn for 

Ann, Drink a little more, donU you find your- 
self better? 

Pretend to fall asleep. (Aside to him,) Mr. and 
Mrs. Gervas are gone out, Mr. Bailiie. 

Bail, No matter — I'm not in a hurry ; 1 can 
wait for them. (Evrard appears to sUep^ but looks 
up at times,) 

Ann, Excuse me, Mr. Bailiie — be so good as 
to leave me. 

Bail, No, little chicken, I wont be so good as 
te lose this opportunity — but will that man stay 
forever ? you ought to 

Ann, Let the poor man sleep a little, Pm sure 
he wants it. 

Bail, If he's asleep, I don't care. {Aside,) 
Come here, Annette-^you know how I long to 
talk to you. {Takes her hand^ which she with- 
draws,) Nay, don't be angry. {Evrard looks up,) 

Ann, You know, Mr. Bailiie, that I don't like 
any such — 
3 * 
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Bail. Aj6, aje ; no jokes with the fiaiUie : 
you donU like this, and jou dooH like that, bat 
you do like to see such a man as me captivated 
— well, I confess it, you have won my heart, 
you tittle witch ! 

Evr, Insolent dotard ! {Aside,) 

Ann. How shall I get rid ef him? {Jbid£^ 

BaU. Come, my little angel, 1 see you don't 
mean to be always cruel — the devil—here's my 
servant^ 

Enter Georget at the Gate^ r.huv.b. 

Geor. {In centre,) Mr. Baillie, here's a pacquet 
to be delivered immediately. 
Bail Who brought it? 
Geor, A soldier. 

BaiL Let me see — you may go, Georget. 

[Exit^ Oeorget at the gate^ r.h.u.e. 

Ann, A soldier ! {Aside,) 

Bail Let me see — where's my spectacles — 
where can 1 have led them ? in the house, I 
suppose ; let us try to make it out ! {Holdiug 
the letter at a distance from him,) Hum: Mr. 
Baillie." Description" — soldier, £vrard 
bum. 

Ann, Good heaven ! {Aside.) 

Evr, All's lost ! {Aside.) 
^ Bail. It's in vain, I cannot read any more of it 
without my spectacles — ^no matter — it's only the 
old story — some deserter — why, Annette may as 
well read it for me — do, my dear girl) just read 
this a little. 
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Wby wt go home, Air. SsiilUe) and r^ad 
it at jgur leiiuvc9 ? 

^ail. IVs not woFtb. vtftUe, I teU yQi},,to so 
far ; won't, you obUg« me ?' 

^<inf». {Trembling.) '^Jj^r. BailUe^ e^c^los^d i» 
th^ descriptijOn of a sokliier of the Royal Regi- 
ment of Champain, condemned to death {FaJliir-' 
ing,) by a court-ooiartial.'' 

£vr. Ah I I wa3 sofie of U 1 
By naiQie^ 

^Oiii. A trifle — wha.t sig^ifie^ beij^g so; afiect- 
ed about such nonsense ? read on, read on. 

Jtm. ]^texy thing is lost if 1 go on— >-forty-fiye 
years old, five feet tea inches high. {Asidi,) 

Badl. Well, ca»'t^u make it out? 

Jnn. The writing is so small and qramp. 

Bail. Sm^llj! wbjr i^ lool^ed to. me the fio^st^ 
large round hand — if 1 had but my spectaclesr-^ 

Ann. Yes, yes; npw I Ipok aga^n^ it's quite 
plain ; Heaven inspire me. By ^ame 

" Louis Evwd." Aged twenty-thuee yeajps. 

Bail. Poor young mt|n ! 

Jtnn. Six feet thre^ i^eh^Sr*- 

Bail. The devil ! hf^'s a giant ! 

Ann. Large, blue eyes, flaxen hair— r 

JSail. Why, h^'a an Adonis toe ! Lai^e, .blue 
eyes ! 4^x,en h^!'' 

Ann. {Looking ^ fqther^s black gaiters*) 
And long white gaiters. I'he Bailiie of Palai»- 
eau is desired to take immediate measuiies for 
arresting th^ above soldier,, if he should pa9a 
through any of the places within his jurisdiction, 
and distribute copies of the enclosed at the — 
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Bail Aye, aye, at the different outposts. — 
Very well ; it shall be done. Give me the pa- 
pers.— Eh! let me sec — we may as well ex- 
amine this man a little. (Crosses to centre^ goes 
up to Evrard^ who pretends to be asleep^ and taps 
him on the shoulder.) Friend ! stand up — take off 
your hat. 

Ann. Vm ready to expire. {Aside.) 

Bail Twenty-three years old — six feet three 
— ^blae eyes — flaxen hair. Ha ! ha ! ha ! a good 
bit made of here. There^ go your way, good 
man. 

Ann. Thank Hearen ! {Aside.) Speed you well, 
my poor man : good bye. — Hide yourself there 
till he is gone. {Aside.) [Ejvrard retires^ l.h.u.e. 

Bail Upon my word, Mr. Louis Evrard, with 
your blue eyes and flaxen hair, I would have 
you keep out of my clutches. 

Ann. Now, Mr. Baillie, I must beg of you to 
leave me to finish my work. 

Bail Certainly, certainly, my little angel ! 
but upon one condition — Promise to think upon 
what I told you, and give a kiss as a pledge. 

Evr. {Appears.) The villain! {Aside.) 

Bail Somebody spoke. 

Ann. He is discovered ! {But observing the 
the Magpie^ who has come out of his cage^ and was 
then on a branch of the tree over the table she says — \ 
Look, Mr. Baillie ! ^ ^ 

Bail Ah ! I see — Dame Gervas^s cursed Mag- 
pic! But, Annette, remember the condition. 

{Qoes to kiss her.) 
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Mn. Mr. Baillie ! (With greca iKgnity.)— Be- 
gone, or yon shall repent. 

BaU. Threartening too ! I should like to know 
who is to prevent me from — 

Mn. Some one who will panish this inso- 
lence. 

Bail, What do I hear? A servant dare to 
treat me so ! Me ! Chrisostome Athanasias de 
Rocher, Baillie de Palaiseau ! 1 know where 
all this pride and impertinence proceeds : it is 
npott Richard, your master's son, thai you have 
your views ; but you shall know what it is to 
affront a Baillie ; you shall repent this ! — A sau- 
cy, impertinent servant maid, indeed! Vm in 
office, hussy! and may chance to teach you^ 
that, when little folks foi^et their respect to 
^eat ones, great ones never forget to remem- 
ber it. 

[Music, — Exit^ muttering at gate^ R.B.t.s* 

Enter £viiard, /rom i.b.u.e. 

Evr. And to be obliged to bear such an outrage ! 

Ann. Be calm, my dear father : my fears were 
but for you ; and, now we are alone, you had 
something more to tell me. 

Evr. Yes, my child ;-^my money is all ex- 
hausted. 

Am. And, alas! I have none. 

Evr. I know it ; you sent me all you possess- 
ed. But one thing remains : here is my last 
resource — a silver spoon of your poor mother's, 
which I have kept to this moment. 
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Jnn, My mother's ! {She takes and kisses it.) 

Evr. I hoped to have kept it all my life — hat 
hard necessity ! Yoa may perhaps he ahle to 
dispose of it in the village this evening ; but do 
it discreetly. I observed an old tree near the 
road, at the entrance of this little wo.od ; it has 
a hollow in it. 

jinn. I know it. 

Evr. Whatever little money the spoon will 
hring, yoa can deposit it in that hollow, in the 
coarse of to-night ; and, at day break, I shall be 
there to receive it. 

• «^n. At day-break ! I fear. I shall not have 

time — stop a moment — yes, perhaps, in an hoar 
' or two. The Jew, who was here a while ago 

— Yes, my dear father, the money shall be there 
' this very night. 

Evr. Adieu, then, my child ; this may be the 

last embrace ! 
i Ann. My father ! 

^ [She conducts him through the rustic gate^ 

R.H.u.E. following him with her eyes^ and 
then exit into the cottage^ l.h«8.e. — when 
the curtain drops. Previous to this, the 
Magpie hops from the branch upon the 
table, and, taking a spoon into his beak, has 
Jlown across the stage behind the scenes. 
This takes place when Annette is looking 
after her father, and before she goes inie 
the cottage. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE 1. — A room m the farm-house ; door w 
front a window at each side ; a large iable^ on 
which are heaps of plates^ glasses^ ^c. and^ atone 
end of «t, the basket of knives^ forks^ and spoons. 
In a comer of the room is seen the Magpie in a 
cage, hvng up against the wall, 

Annette, going to the door in fronts that looks into 
the street, 

Ann. The Jew, I fear, is really gone. To 
offer me so little ! — it would be of no use to my 
poor father ; and time passes. {Looking out with 
anxiety.) If he does not come back, what shall 
I do ? and what will btcome of him, if he does 
not find the money in the hollow tree ? he must 
wait till night — and then, perhaps, it may be too 
late \ If I could but see the Jew again — he 
might give me a little more — {Isaac speaks be" 
hind.) — I hear him — how lucky ! 

Enter Isaac^ m.d. 

Isa, Knives ! scissars ? — Fell, miss, I give 
turteen shillings — can't gif more, upon my con- 
schience. 

Ann. Thirteen shillings ! I must have stolen 
it to take so little. 

Isa. That's not my business. 



32 THE fllAGPIE. 

Ann. IVb a shame. 

Isa. Veil — I gif fifteen shillings — that is the 
lasht. 
jSnn. Go your wajs. 
Isa. Vm a goiog, matimoiselle. 
4nn. 1 most take it^ here. 
ha. Good—I w^sgojpg to g^f seventeen. 

{Aside.) 

Am. Make haste-^omehody piay come. 
Isa. 1 undershtand— (Coimttnc^ the f?ioney.)-foar- 
teen, fifteen. 

Ann. Very well, it's ^ill right — go away. 

[Exit, Isaac, m.d. 

Enter Blaisot, v.F. at ike other side, 

Blais. {km.) What .l^ave you been selling to 
that jjgljr Jew? 

Ann- {^Puitirkg fier money in her pocket.) I want- 
ed a little iponey, ^laisQt, ao I have heen gelling 
him something. 

Blais. S^yr for ppthii^g^t ftH—tbe^ Jews are 
such Jews ! mercy on U3. 

Ann, Yes, but 1 was in such distress for a b'ttle 
money. 

Blais. And was^nt filaisot^s leather purse at 
your service, ly^iss Annette ? aye, and to the last 
farthing, small as it is. 

i^fw. Thank yon good Blaisot ; but leave me 
now. I have got so much to do this morning. 

Biais. And so have I too— ecod. Dame Gervas 
keeps us to it finely. [Exit running o^, M.n. 



THE MAGPIE. 



33 



Jinn. Now to the hollow tree : my poor fa- 
ther must be so impatient ; ah ! — {Stopped by 
Richard who enters at m.d.) 

Rich, (l.h.) Dear Annette, good morning. 

^nn. So early, Mr. Richard ! 

Rich, I could not sleep, the pleasure of being 
again with my family, the joy of finding my An- 
nette still faithful, and the hope of soon calling 
her mine, agitated me so much, that I have not 
closed my eyes — and you, my dear girl ! 

Ann, Ah, Richard 1 I could not sleep either. 

Rich, What is the matter ? you look alarmed ! 

J}nn. Me ! not at all, Richard— my father wait- 
ing all this time ! {Aside,) 

Rich. You are unhappy — tefll me. 

Ann, No, indeed — nothing at all — I must be 
gone for a moment — adieu, dear Richard ! 

Rich, One instant ; I must enquire ; my mo- 
ther, perhaps, has been saying something. 

Ann, Your mother ! I'll let him think so. 
{Aside.) Ah, Richard ! I fear Dame Gervas will 
never consent to your marrying the daughter of 
a poor soldier. 

Rich. And what ami, then ? it is my pride and 
boast to be a soldier — and what state more ho- 
nourable than his, who is ever ready to face all 
perils in the service of his country ? 

Enter Gervas, l.h. 

Gerv, Ah, here they are together! vferywell, 
very well, my dear children! Eh! what's a 
clock? 

4 
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Rick, About six, father. 

Gerv, Six — why 1 overslept myself. 

Ann. It will be too late! (^^e.) 

Gerv, IVs your fault, Richard ; one sleeps so 
sound when the heart is at ease ! 

Rick. And yet mine, father, never was so 
much at ease, and 1 have not slept a wink. 

Gerv. Aye : but Richard, this love, they say, 
b a terrible disturber. 

Ann. if I could but get away ! {Retiring to the 
door. 

Gerv. Am I right, Annette ? what are you 
doing there a mile off? come here, I say (She 
comes down^ l.h.) none of your little demure 
looks — they don't become you, my dear child, 
listen to me. [Taking a hand of each of them un- 
der his ann.^ We must begin a battery against 
my wife, this very day. 

Rich. Yes, father, this very day. 

Ann. Alas! (Aside.) 

Gerv. Don't be afraid, little coward ! I'll tell 
you iiow it will be — she'll scold, fume^ fret. — 
Lord ! how she will give it to us all ! well, well 
—let her go to the end of her letter, and then I 
— no, then you, Richard, you'll begin. 

Rich. And why not you, father ? 

Gerv. No, no. 1 should spoil all, I tell you^ 
my Dame is one of the best women in the 
world ; but the truth is, that if I am of one opi- 
nion, it's quite enough that she should be of an- 
other ; there's no help for it. 

Rich. Well father, I shall begin. 
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Gerv. That's it — she's so fond of yoa, that she 
viaj listen a little, and then we'll tell her, that 
Annette, though not rich, has a hundred good 
qualities, more necessary in a wife — eh ! where 
the devil is she running ? (Annette retiring at last^ 
maket her escape^ r.h.) Annette ' Annette ! ah ! 
there's my wife g«t hold of her. 

Dame with Annette, come forward^ r.h. 

Dame, Where are you going in such a hurry, 
Miss ? one would think there was nothing to do 
in the house — ^good morning, Richard, how do 
yoo do child, after your fatigue ? 

Rich. Very well, mother, and you, I hope— 

Dame. Mercy ! what a room ! nothing set to 
rights — plates, glasses, standing about — did any 
hody ever see such disorder? and you (To fa- 
ther and son.) there you stand looking at each 
other, and won*t leave me to settle my house- 
hold affairs. (Ann. sits down, r.b^u.e.) 

Gerv. Well, wife, we're going. Richard, bet- 
ter choose another time — there's a storm brew- 
ing ; come along, boy. 

Rich But shall we leave Annette ? 

Grev. Aye, aye ; she's us'd to it— let us go. 

[Exeunt Gervas and Richard^ m.d. 

Dame. What have they been all three talking 
about ? some secret from me, I dare say. — An- 
nette, do you know any thing ? 

Ann. I, ma'am ! 

Dame. Hem! hemi there's something or 
other ; but TU get to the bottom of it^if peo- 
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pie think I am to be deceived, they donH know- 
Dame Gervas — I have a tongue that can speak, 
and a head that wodU follow other people's opi- 
nion, believe me-come, child, help to put things 
to rights ; take away these plates and glasses ; 
whereas the basket with the silver forks and 
spoons ? 

Ann, Here it is ma'am. » 

Dame. Very well — I shall count them over. 
(^She reckons and talks alternately^ while Annette 
%s occupied in carrying things from the table into 
another room behind the scenes.) Well, sure 
enough, we had a very pleasant fite of it ! fo;p 
our dear Richard ! and poor farmer Lucas 1 he 
had a dose of wine, and how his wife did talk ! 
oh Lord — eleven forks — how people can go on 
' all day chattering so, is quite wonderful! ODe, 
two, three ; and her daughters! sevea, eight. I 
hope they danced enough at last : such jumpers 
I never saw ! ten, eleven ! I must be mistaken 
— {Counts them again.) ten— eleven— BO more- 
there it is ! so here^s a spoon wanting now. 

Ann. How^t ^ spoon? {Goes to coimt them.y 

Dame. Yes,j:;ount them yourself; there vi^ere 
eleven forks^here they are ; and twelve spoons. 

Ann. Ten, eleven. 1 can see no more ; and 
yet Fm sure I paid the greatest attention. 

Dame. So it seems, miss ! but let's see — look 
about under the table — it is really inconceiva- 
ble. {Calling.) Farmer Gervas, what are you 
doing out there ? Come to me directly, Blaisot 
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Enter Blaisot, m.d. 

Go along and look under he tree where we sup^ 
ped, and see if you can find a spoon. 

[Music. — Exit Blaisot^ m.d. 

Enter GERVA8^ii.D. 

Gerv. (l.h.) What's the matter, wife? what 
are you in such a fuss about ? what spoon ? 

Dame. Yes, indeed, this time a spoon is lost 
Well, Annette, can't you find it ? 

Ann. No, ma'am ; I have looked every where 
«-«faow disagreeable it is ! 

Dame. Yes, miss, very disagreeable, and very 
extraordinary too, give me leave to say, to lose 
two such valuable things in the same way. 

Gerv. Pah ! it will be found bye and bye. 

Dame. It's enough to set one mad to see how 
easily you take things, Mr. Gervas ; but it shall 
not pass as it did before — I shall insist upon ex- 
amining — 

Qero. There, she is at her tantrums again ! as 
if every thing that's missing for a moment must 
be stolen. 

Dame, Mighty well, mighty well ! 

Enter Blaisot, m.d» 

Bla%8. (l.b.) Pve searched and searched all 
under and over — ^no more spoon than on the back 
of my band — ecod, I have it. — 
4 * 
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Gerv. What ! the spoon ? 
^ Blais. No ; but, for my part, I ihmk the spooi 
must be gone after the fork. ^ 
Gerv, Fool! 

Biak Not only look'd myself, but I met 
but not the spoon we could find. 

n'''^ ""'"S^ " was of you to tell 
that prating fellow any thing about it 

It's lucky he did, Mr. Gervas-it'. n«. 
harm if the BaiUie himself knew h ^ 
accident cou'dn't happen i.t li^:^^^! 
"nfSfo^-k^tT'"' "••^ "oil. 
Mag, Annette — Annette ! 
Ann, Oh! Heaven! 

sen'!::^ L^'"^'-^ '''' • tl«t non- 

G^'Vt' S*"**' t'"*"'"' ""-tallow- 

r^J'?^^ has too iMch iS' 

iot sT^Jf^r' '"^'"^ « mome.t!!?!j 

thifC' ^Sr"*"''''^"«^*-»«"'farfrom 
imniungu-I don't accuse o»u body; but a 

goon « a silver spoon, and^ the Von k Snt 
• b£ r^^*^* somebci;.*^"*' 

f WM. Ecod then, mayhap you suapcctBlaiMt- 
but I scorn your words, and danir itifii^!^^^ 

gofortothinkyoumeUaslfaS'^J^ 
it-{MuUmng tn a great pattion.) ' 
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I>ame. Nobody spoke to you, blockhead ! 

Bkns, Aye, blockhead ! and a blockhead may 
be a yery honest man, I d have yon to know. 

Ann. {In great distress. My good Blaisot, don't 
yoo see, it is not to you that all this is directed, 
but to me ? I am very unfortunate. 

(Retires up the stage,) 

Oerv* Hush ! here^s the Baillie. 

Dame. So much the better. 

Enter the Baillie, m.d. 

Bail. (In centre.) What's the matter here, 
neighbours ? Georget has been telling me of a 
robbery ! Eh ! something about a silver spoon f 
I ordered my clerk to follow me — we must ex- 
amine — 

Oem. Not at all, Mr. Baillie— there are no 
thieves in my house — ^nothing has been stolen. 

Bail However, I am informed — 

Dame. My husband doesn't know what he says. 
I'll tell you, Mr. Baillie— here's a silver spoon 
missing, we must know what has become of it, 
and I am sure you will do your duty. 

Bail Most judiciously expressed, Dame Ger- 
▼as. What, sir! was there not a silver fork 
missing a fortnight ago ? and is it found yet ? 
And now a spoon ! The case is evident — >House- 
breaking-^ousehold robbery ! I must examine 
witnesses — take depositions. 

Otrv. Pshair ! Mr. Baillie, it's a trifle. 

Bail, TriOe, indeed ! Hanging matter, I say ! 
Where is my clerk ? {Looking about sees Annette.) 
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So, Miss Annette, you can read papers pret^ 
tily, I see. 

Gerv. What? {To Annette.) 

Bail, Only a cunDing trick of this young lady, 
while I was looking for my spectacles, to save a 
notorious culprit. — I shall remember it. 

Enter Gripeall, m.d. 

Bail Have you sent the gens d^armes? 
Grip. They are in waiting. 
Bath And my servant Georget — 
Grip, Is with them. 

Bail. Good ! Now, Farmer Gerras, and you^ 
Dame Gervas, sit down, if you please, both of 
you. A table here. {Gripeall and Baillie ait 
down to a table opposite ; Gripeall takes <mt of hi$ 
pockety papers^ pens^ and ink.) Write the pream- 
ble — In the year of our lord, 1760, came before 
us We shall begin by examining all present. 

Blais. Aye, do- I don't value you three skips 
of a grasshopper. 

Mn. There's nobody here afraid, Mr. Baillie. 

Bail. First deposition. — Dame Gervas depo- 
seth, that about a fortnight ago, a large silver 
fork was stolen from her house— ditto this day, 
a large silver spoon, same value, and stolen by 
the same person. 

Dame. 1 donH say that, Mr. Baillie— I don't 
know who took tl^m. 

Bail. Silence ! we must stick to the ferms of 
the law. Now, Dame Gervas, I ask yoa who 
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is the person in year house who has the care of 
your house who has the care of your plate ? 
Dame. Annette. . 

BaiL Ah, ah ! pretty innocent ! — Now is my 
turn. {Aside.) Strong presumption against the 
said Annette. 

j3n». Against me ! just Heaven ! {Advances to 
the centre.) 

Bml. Her family name? 

Dame. Granville. 

Gerv, Stop a little. I must tell you, Mr. BaiU 
lie, Annette was never responsible. 

Bail Write down Annette Granville. 

Gerv. But speak, wife. 

Dame. Mr. BailUe, I don't say Annette is by 
any means— 

Bail. No— you don't say, I know, but you con- 
fide in Annette, and particularly all your silver 
plate ; and, therefore, upon her naturally falls 
the first suspicion. 

Blais. (r.h.) And so, Mr. Baillie, if I have the 
care of the pigs, and one of them throws himself 
into a pit, Vm to be suspected of eating 'em. — 
Dang such law ! 

BaiL Silence ! impertinent I Dame Gervas 
further deposeth. 

Ann, And you, madam, donH contradict this 
unjust— this vile insinuation !— wretched Annette ! 
{PuUs out her handkerchief to wipe her eyes^ the 
money she got from the Jew^ being wrapped up in 
it^ falls on the stage.) 

Dame. What is all this? 

Ann. {Picking up the money in a hurry.) It be- 
^ longs to me, ma'am I 
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t . - Dame. To you ! and we know it was but the 

other day you sent ev'ry farthing you had to 
your father. 

> Gerv, True, Annette. — ^How comes it then? 

Ann, And you, too, Mr. Gervas. — Oh ! by every 
thing that is sacred, I swear this money is mine. 

Gerv. I believe you, my child ; but I only wish 
to know — 

Bail, Write down, Aggravating circumstan- 
ces." 

Blais, Stop a minute, old Quill. {To GripeaU,) 
It is Annette's money. — I know ail about it. 

Gerv. Speak then, Blaisot. 

Blais. Don't you know Isaac, the Jew? there, 
below, at the White Horse, in the village ! now, 
to my knowledge, he gave Miss Annette money 
this morning, for some bits of old things she 
sold'um. 

Bail. A Jew ! here we have it. 

Dame. Now, Mr. Gervas, is it pretty clear ? 

Gerv, Annette, does Blaisot speak the truth ? 

Ann, He does. 

Dame. Let her tell us what she sold. — It could 
not be her cross, for there it is. 

An9^. -My cross ! {Looking at it.) would to heav- 
en it was I 

Bail. Write down, said Stolen article was 
sold to a Jew." Let me see that money. — {Ann, 
gives the money to Gerv. who throws it on the tiable.) 
—Give it to me, I say. 

Ann, What, my last resource ! {Falling on her 
knees.) I conjure you, Mr. Baillie, leave me that 
money ; it is a sacred trust. What 1 sold, be* 
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k>nged to me — Pity my despair.— I am as inno- 
cent as yourself of this. 

Bail. Paid into court — {Puts it into his pocket.) 
Bad affair ! the Jew is a damning proof ; and this 
Tery day^ the judge comes in his rounds to Palai- 
seau. Now write down, Biaisot depose th, that 
he saw fifteen shillings given by the said Jew to 
the said Annette Granville for a silver-spoon. 

Blais. I tell you it's a lie ! and Til knock your 
paper about your head, if you come for to write— 

Bail. Contempt of court ! commit bim. — ^Make 
out a mittimus. ^ 

Blais. Here I thought to save the poor girl, 
and I made it all worse. — Dear me ! dear me ! 

Gerv. Mr. Baillie — I protest against this way 
of going on. — We must have the proper wit- 
nesses. 

BaiL True ! we must hear the Jew. 
Blais. And, by the mass, if he's above ground, 
ril bring 'um here : that will repair all. 

{Runs offi M.D.) 

Gerv. Annette ; perhaps the Jew will come ? 
{Observing her.) 
Ann. Oh ! I hope so, and quickly. 
Rich. {Without^ m.d.) Annette! 

Enter Richard, r.h. 
Ann. Richard! 

Rich. {On R.H. of Ann.) Tell me, father, Biai- 
sot has been saying — who dares to accuse Ann- 
ette of any crime ? 

Ann. Oh i Richard, you will not believe — 
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Rich, Never, mj beloved girl! you, whose 
noble heart and rectitade of condact, have at- 
tached me more than jour beauty. 

Dame. What do you say, my son ? 

Rich. Yes, mother ; for to her only will Rich- 
ard be united for ever. 

Dame. You don't know what you say — you are 
ignorant of what has passed. — This girl — 

Rich. I know this, that my dearest Annette is 
innocent, and that 1 answer for it with my life. 
Mr. Baillie, you may retire ; your presence is 
no longer necessary. 

BaU. Hey-day — chaos is come agaii>. 

Rich. Carry off your cursed scrawls, and donl 
let my ears be offended with your calumnies. 

Bail, Young man, young man, justice is not to 
be interrupted by your audacious sallies — here 
are proofs of household robbery, and 

Rich, Falsehood ; it is not so ; my father — 

Gerv. I hope it will turn out so. 

Bail. Read the depositions, read the discovery 
of the money found upon the defendant, which 
money was given to her this morning by a Jew, 
for the article in question : read, read. 

Rich. Very well, 1 know it — the whole pro- 
ceeding is infamous — and these are your proofs i 
because Annette sold something that belonged 
to her, and probably to assist the unfortunate ; 
for I know her goodness : and because, by mere 
chance at the same time, some little piece of 
plate is missing in the ht>use, can you dare to 
conclude from that, that Annette is guilty? 
Tremble, Mr, Justice to increase the number of 
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those fatal judgroenter by which too often the 
iBQocent and unprotected fall Tictims to error 
and precipitation. 

BaiL And give me leaye to tell yon, Mr. 
Richard, that I am not to learn mj datj from a 
jackanapes, who only because he is in lore with 
the defendant — 

Rich. Peace, old man ! would to Heaven that 
your motives for persecuting were as pure as 
mine for defending the innocent. 

Dame. Hold your tongue, Richard ; and Mr. 
Baillie, you need not tell us about my son's love, 
for 1 dislike it as much as you do ; but what he 
says is true enough, we must not condemn peo- 
ple in a hurry, and 1 had rather he was married 
to Annette, than we should suspect her wrong- 
fully. 

Gerv. Well said, wife. 
Enter BlaisoT, dragging tn the Jew, m.d. 

Blais. Here he is — I got hold on 'um {Aside 
to Annette.) Now Annette it will be all right 

Ann, Speak my friend. 

ha. O, veil den it-^Tam te tevil, dere's dat 
auld Paily here. 

Rich. Come forward, Mr. Jew, and tell us — 

Bail Hold — I must examine the witness ; your 
name, and profession ? answer, I say. 

Isa. Sholomon Isaac. I does a little hishness 
in de vay of trade. — I puys of some peoples, and • 
sells to Oder peoples, but all upon my conshince. 

Bail Do you know this young girl ? 
5 
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ha, Yesfa, I do. 

Bail^ What was it she sold yon this moroing ? 
ha. Vat vash it I pought of yoa, my tear?— 
{To Annette^ aside,) — ^it vash one silver shpooD. 
Gerv. ) 



Rick What do you say, villain ? 
Ann. The truth, Richard — Show the spoon I 
sold you. 

ha. Dat^s impossihle, my tear. I shold it 
directly to my friend Abrahams, and 1 donU 
know where he's gone. 

jdnn. Then I am lost ! 

Gerv. Annette, where did you get this spoon ? 

Ann. Good Mr. Gervas, do not ask me ; 1 can- 
not, must not tell you. 

Blais. Here's another pretty job I made of it, 
to bring this cursed Jew here ! 

Bail, Silence in the court ! you all see now 
that the evidence is conclusive. 

Rick. I am thunderstruck ! 

Ann. Bitter humiliation, and still to tremble 
for my poor father's life ! merciful Heaven ! — 

Dame. I begin to pity her from my heart. 

Bail. {Coming forward.) Come, young lady, 
it can't be help*d, but you must to prison. 

All. To prison ! 

Gerv. But, Mr. Bailtie, can't we settle this 
matter ? 

BaU. Impossible, Mr. Gervas ; it is too late. 



Rich. Stop that villain, a thought has struck 
me — mother, fetch one of our spoons. 



Bame. 

Blais. 




[haac stealing off towards m.d. 
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Dame, Directly, my son ! 
[Exit^ and shortly after Re-enters with a spoon. 

Enter Gens D^Armes^ m.d. 

Rich. Describe the spoon you bought. 
Isa, Veil, veil, I shall speak de truth. 
Rich. Was it plain, or otherwise ? the form, 
weight, arms, or cypher ? 
Isa, It had a shyfer. 
Rich, Take care. 

Isa, Veil, veil, I speak de truth : it was markt 
mit — mit a G. 

Ann, Fatal circumstance ! Gervas and Gran- 
?ille, the same letters. 

Rich, Here, wretch ; compare and pronounce ; 
was it like this ? 

Isa, Yes, ^tis very like vat I bought — but mind, 
I can^t shwear it. 

Rich. I am confounded ! 

Geroi There must be something more in this. 

BaiL To prison, to prison with her ; the Jew 
may be discharged. 

[Exeunt^ Isaac^ Bailie^ and Man, m.d. 

Ann, (In tears,) Richard ! Richard ! 

Rich. Annette, I lov'd — I adorM you. — My 
happiness is gone for ever. 

Ann, Richard — my friends — I am unfortunate, 
but innocent. 

Rich, Prove it then. 

Ann, It is impossible. And do you abandon 
me ; (To Dame Gervas,) you think me guilty ? 
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Oh ! my father ! {Aside.) Oh ! Richard, I am m- 

Doceot — I am innocent. 

[The Gens d^Armes^ in too files^ conduct her 
—Dame covers her face with her handker- 
chief- — Gervas holds his «on, who would 
follow Annette — Bkiisot lifts his hands in 
despair. Curtain falls* 

END OF THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT III. 
SCENE I.— ^ Prison. 

Aknette discovered. — After a few bars of descrip- 
tvve Music^ she Advances. 

Ann. My poor father. — What will become of 
him, when he finds I have not been able to place 
the money as I promised ! and should he hear 
that his poor child is the victim of so disgraceful 
an accusation ! dreadful thought ! — If he was but 
gone before it happened. — This cross, perhaps 
— ^but how dispose of it ? or how send the money ? 
Mr. Gervas — Richard^ — No, no ; they would ask 
me explanations which I cannot give. Blaisot, 
that good young man, who was so friendly in his 
offers. — Yes, I can trust him without betraying 
any thing. — I'll ask the jailor. Bertrand — Ber- 
trand. 
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Enter Bertrand, l.h.o.f. 

Bert Here's Blaisot wants to see you. . 
Ann. 'Tis fortanate ! 

Blais, {Approaching with a melancholy air,) 
Ther^ she is, poor girl. 

Ann, Yes, I can depend upon him. {Aside.) Blai- 
sot, you can do me a great service ; hut you must 
ask me no questions. 

Blais. I won't — I won't ask no questions, Miss 
Annette. 

Ann. You saw this morning they took the 
little money I had. 

Blais. Yes, Miss Annette — the Baillie has got 
hold on it ; nobody will ever see that again. 

Ann. Well then, my dear Blaisot — 

Blais. 1 see what you mean — say the word, 
and every thing poor Blaisot has is at your ser- 
vice. 

Ann, I know it Blaisot — and therefore I wish 
you to lend me just the same sum — here is my 
gold cross, which is worth about — 

Blais. Sofltly, softly, {Putting her hand hack^) 
where am I to carry the money ? 

Ann. Going out of the little wood, just by the 
Paris road, have you remarked an old hollow 
tree? 

Blais. To he sure I have. 
Ann. Well : it is in the hollow of that tree that 
you must leave the money this evening. 
Blais. What, in the tree ! all alone ! 
Ann. But nobody must see you ; and| above 
5 * 
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all things, I must insist that you will not remain 

there to see who comes to take it. 
Blais. Oh ! then it's perhaps — 
Ann. You promised to ask no questions. 
BlaU. True, I did— leave it to Blaisot.— I 

know it's some good action— PU do it directly. 



Ann, But, Blaisot, you forgot ike cross. 

BUm. Me take your cross ! 

Ann. If you refuse me, I cannot accept — 

Blais. That's very good ! now I know what I 
am to do : I defy you, Miss Annette. 

Ann. Hear me, Blaisot — think, my good friend, 
that to-morrow, perhaps to-day this little orna- 
ment can be no longer of use to Annette. 

Bktis. No, no. Miss Annette, don't talk so— 
it's impossible they should be such hard-heart- 
ed d— d brutes — keep your cross. 

Ann. Then accept it as a token of Annette's 
regard. 

Bktis. Then I will — and if I part with it, no, 



Ann. (^Taking hold of his hand.) Farewell. 
Bkiis. Here's Richard. [Exitj l.h.d.f. 

Enter Richard, l.h.d.f. 

Rich. Forgive me, dear Annette — the idea of 
your being accused of such a crime, the appa- 
rent proofs, which you refuse to g^ive any ac- 
count of, all affect and distract me so, that my 
very frame is disorder'd; I have resoivjed to re- 
turn to the army, to bid m eternal adieu to my 
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family, and find in a glorious death the end of 
my misfortanes, but first to take the only chance 
that remains to saye me from despair — to ask 
you for the last time— are you guilty ? — 

Ann. No, Richard ! ( With dignity.) 

Rich. By what fatality then — 

Ann. I can prove nothing — explain nothing — 
nor make any defence — ^it only remains for An- 
nette to implore the Divine assistance, and la- 
ment the errors and injustice of the world. 

Rich. You have a secret then, the discovery 
of which would justify you, and you refuse to 
tell it to me, the friend of your bosom ; to roe, 
who would sacrifice an hundred lives to save 
your's ? 

Ann. Dear Richard ! add not to my affliction 
— the secret is not my own — besides, of what 
use could it be to me ? 1 have but one witness, 
and such is his unfortunate situation, that his 
evidence would not be believed — his own hfe 
would be risk'd without saving mine — no — I 
must be silent — prudence — duty — an oath for- 
bids me. 

Rich. I know not what to think ! — then sum- 
mon up ail your fortitude, Annette — the judges 
are arrived — this odious Baillie, who persecutes 
you for reasons, I well know, has denounced 
you to the tribunal— and this very day — 

Ann. I may be condemned — alas ! a time will 
come, when my innocence shall be acknow- 
ledged, but poor Annette will not enjoy the tri- 
umph. 

Rich, She makes me shudder! no — she can- 
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not be guilty — sach tratb — ^such candour — im- 
possible. 

Ann. And now, Richard, I have a question to 
ask you, and I depend upon your truth and 
honour. 

Rich. Speak — ^rely upon them. 

Ann. If I am convicted ^wbat will yoar 

thoughts be ? 

Rich. That you are innocent. 

Ann, Then I shall die consoled. 

Rich. Yes, my father and mother — all — 

Ann. Ah, Madame Gervas ! 

Rich. I know you have reason to believe her 
cruel to you — but believe me, dear Annette, she 
has been miserable ever since. 

Ann. I forgive her! 

Rich. At this very moment, she and my fa- 
ther are moving heaven and earth, to soften this 
infamous Baillie. 

Enter Bertrand, L.H.D.r. 

Bert. Young woman, you must return into the 
pr\son, the Baillie is coming for the last inter- 
rogation. 

Ann. Adieu, Richard. 

Rich. Adieu, dearest Annette ! 

Bert. I hear a noise below ; go in, go in ; 
quick. (^Richard and Annette embrace ; Bertrand 
locks the door upon Acr, r.h.) 

Rich. And, for the last time, I have seen her ! 

Bert. Farmer Gervas and his wife I sec ; they 
canU see her now. 
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Enter Gervas and Dame, l.h.d.f. 

Rich. {To them.) Have yoa seen the Baillie ? 

Gerv. Not yet ; they told us he ^as coming. 
And is she there, dear child ? 

Dame. There ; and all my fault. {Sobbing.) 

Gerv. Did you speak to her, my son ? 

Rich. Oh! yes — and had you but seen her, 
mother ! 

Dame. Oh ! Richard, she cannot reproach me 
more than I do myself ; and, if it^s to be the 
death of Annette, I know I shall not survive it. 

Gero. Come, come, my dear wife ; there is 
still hope. We will speak to the Baillie ; we'll 
use every means — make every sacrifice. 

Dame. Yes, husband ; we'll give him every 
thing we possess to save the poor girl ; for I 
never can think her guilty in my heart. 

Rich. True, mother ; she must be innocent. 

Qerv. Has she told you any thing? 

Rich. No ; there is some mystery, some im- 
perious duty or other, prevents her speaking. 

Gerv. Here's the Baillie, I think ; leave us, 
Richard. 



Rich. I will, father ; for I dare not trust my- 
self. But if he resists your in treaties, {The Bail- 
lie advances.) he shall hear me publish the un- 
worthy motives that have urged him to oppress 
the innocent. 

Bail Mr. Richard! 



Enter Baillte, l.h.d.f. 
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Rich, Your servant, Mr. Baillie ; yoa heard 
me I hope — we were talking of you, sir. 

[Exit^ L.H.D.F. 

Dame. Pardon him, Mr^ Baillie ; it is his des- 
pair makes him talk so. 

Gerv, Yes, Mr. Baillie ; and Richard would 
he the first person to acknowledge your kind- 
ness, if you comply with our wishes. 

Bail, What do you want ? let us hear. 

Dame, We want you to throw all the papers 
into the fire — that's all ; and not to ha?e us, for 
a miserable spoon, be the death of a poor girl. 

Bail It is too late, Dame Gervas ; the affair 
is before the judge. 

Gerv. I don't believe it, Mr. Baillie ; it's very 
easy to gain time — let the matter rest a little. 

Bail, Very easy, indeed ! 

Gerv, And any sacrifice — 

Dame. Yes, we^l pay any thing — I don't mean 
to you, Mr. Baillie — you are above it ; but any 
expense attending the stopping of the matter — 
we don't mind what it is. Take our silver, gold 
— take every thing I {^^^g ) 

Bail. Once again, I say, it is impossible ; and 
give me leave to tell you, that the Baillie of 
Palaiseau is not a man to be bribed. 

Gerv, And let me tell the Baillie of Palaiseau, 
that his duty is not to press this affair ; it is by 
no means a clear case, and you would have 
much to answer for, if 

Bail. I know what I have to answer for; I am 
not apt to be mistaken in ir^y judgment, Mr« 
Gervas. 
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I Gerv, Except when a certaia passion hinders 
I you from seeing clearly. 

! Dame, (To Gerva$.) For Heaven's sake, hus- 
band ! 

I Gerv. Let me alone : the Baillie would have 
found Annette innocent enough, if she had been 
guilty in his way ; but we know very well how 
she scornM his proposals — and here's a man 

I who talks of duty and justice ! 

Bail, ni make you repent this, fellow ! 
Dame. Ah ! Mr. Baillie, (Going on her knees.) 

1 GerV' (Preventing her.) We only kneel to ask 
pardon ; — we demand justice ! (Standing up.)— 
Mr. Baillie, it is not your office to oppress the 
innocent, nor is it my duty to speak half what I 
feel on this villainous occasion. I reverence the 
laws ; and you never had fhore cause to be 
grateful to them than at this very moment : for, 
while I know they always protect me as an ho- 
nest man, I feel, even to my fingers' ends, that 

they also protect you as an unfeeling Poh ! 

— Come along, wife. 

[Exeunt Gervas and Dame^ l.h,d.f. 
Bail. O — so you're an honest man, and I'm 

an unfeeling Pah! — And the law is this — 

and my office is that. And I'll let you know, 
that the law shall teach you to respect my of- 
fice — and that my office shall teach you to re- 
spect the law — and that Pah ! 

[Exit, in a rage^ L.H.p.F. 

SCENE II. — Represents the square of the village. 
In fronts but inclining to the right hand sidf^ 
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part of a church mth a steeple and large hell ; 
just tmder which is a sort of small scaffolding ; 
to which is attached a strong rope^ which does 
not hang down at present^ hut is carelessly 
thrtmn on the scajjolding. On the opposite 
side the court-house^ which makes the comer of 
a street^ with steps going up to it. A sentinel^ 
who walks hefore the door^ sometimes disap- 
pearing round the comer at the other entrance : 
on the same side^ nearer to the audience, is a 
rwtic gate to lead down to the farm of Mr. 
Gervas^ and a stone hench hy the side of it. 

Enter St. Clair, l.h.s.e. 

St. CI I can find no one to tell me the Bail- 
lie^s house, or Fanner Gervas*s. Evrard, I 
know, came here to see his daughter — how 
lucky it would he to find him still here, and to 
embrace my brave comrade ! — he can't be far 
off. 

Blaisot — {Cmning out of the gate^ l.h.s.e. and 
counting his money.) 

Blais. That's just the money— and now away 
with us to the tree. 

St. CI. Honest lad, mayhap you can tell me 
where the Baillie lives, and Farmer Gervas ? 

Blais. Yes, master soldier; this gate is the 
short cut to our farm. 

St. CI. And the Baillie ? 

Blais. Yoa'll find him, fast enough, round the 
comer. 
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Si. CL Thank ye^ ^ood friend. [Bxit^ l.h. 

Blaii, HeMt not find any body at home, hoir- 
someyer ; e?Vy body^s ^ose to poor Annette's 
trial. I can't bear to think x)n it ! Here's first 
of ail th« fiflbeen siii flings^ and then i have left 
— ^poh ! I can coant aftervards. Poor girl, it 
makep ^ne's heart ache ; poor Annette ! 

Enier Evrard, r.h^s.b. 

Evr. Sure I heard my daughter's natoe ! and 
( With an air qf pity,) some accideat most haYe 
pre«reoted her sending the money. 1 cannot 
support it ; and yet, to appear in this Tillage by 
day light ! A sentinel ! I am undone if I go 
that way. 

> 

Enter Oeoroet, r.h.u.£. 

Emr. Can you oblige me^ good fiiend, to go 
as far as iarmer Qerras's ? 

Geor. Why there's the gate of the farm-yard ; 
you'll find iiabody there ; they are in trouble, 
poor sottls. 

Evr. lo trouble ! 

Geor. Yes ; that nice seryant maid of theirs, 
yaung Annette. 
Evr. What of her? 

Geor. Who'd have thought such a thing ; she'll 
be condemn'd, I'm sartin. 
Evr. Condemned ! for what ? 
6eer. For robbing ber mistress, that's all. 
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Eror. Impossible! 



Geor. Tnie enough, tho^ ; the who^le of the 
village is gone to the coart-house, and Vm going 
myself. 

Evr, Stop, wretch ! her name, this moment. 
Geor, I tell you, Annette — Annette Grannlie. 



Evf, No ; it cannot be my daughter ! what is 
my life, if such a chaise is hanging over her.^ 

Si. CL What do 1 sfee ? let me embrace my 
dear Evrard. I went to the Baillie's, but he was 
out 

Evr. Ah, St Clair, is it you ? 

St CI Yes, Evrard ; here is your pardon. 
The whole regiment petitioned his majesty, and 
your captain himself had the generosity to own 
that he had given you provocation ; he himself 
nobly presented the petition, and the king has 
signed your pardon. 

Evr, Vou bring me life. My daughter t oh, 
fatal stroke ! To the farm, that I may hear the 
worst 

St. CL Evrard, I shall never quit you. 



Enter Georget, followed by Richard, Gervas, 
Dame, ^c. down the steps^ uu. 

Geor. Here are all the people coming out ; 
it is all over with poor Annette. {Retires.) 



Evr, Granville ! Merciful Heaven ! 




Enter St. Clair, l.h. 



[Exeunt^ l.h.s.e. 
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Rich. Yes ; I will publish to the world this 
infamous injustice. The barbarians condemned 
her without hearing me ; but I will see her 
again, and receive her last adieu. 

Gerv, You must come with me. Obey your 
father ; I will have it so. 

Rich, Oh ! torture, torture ! [Exeunt l.h. 
(Dead march — Annette, preceded and follow^ 
ed by Gens d'*Armes^ and surrounded by 
others^ comes down the steps of the court 
house towards the stage : then turns by the 
churchy and stops a moment^ with bended 
knee and attitude of prayer. She then risesj 
and the melancholy procession passes by the 
end of the stage round the court house. The 
music continues till the procession is quite 
out of sight,) 

Enter Bi^isot, r.h. from the other side. 

Shis. Ecod — Fve popped the money into the 
tree ; and now let us see the rest of my little 
fortune. — It wonH be long counting. Pll sit 
down here. (On the bench^ near the gate.) One, 
two, three. — I'm richer than 1 thought. — Four, 
five, and the new shilling that poor Annette gave 
me for my Christmas-box. — I'll put that a one 
side with the cross. I'he dear, sweet girl ! I 
think I hear her last words, — " Farewell, Blai- 
sot." 

Georget comes forward. 
Geor. Ah ! Blaisot, there you are. 
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Btaii. {Getling up in a hurry^ leavn part of his 
money on the Bench.) Ah ! Georget, tell us, — were 
jrou in the court ? 
Oeor, Its all over — I heard the sentence. 
BUns, CondemnM? 
Oeor. To death — and gone — 
Blais. To execution.— -I tell you, Georget it^s 
an abomination ; and that damned Baillie. 

{Returns to the bench to take his money. The 
Magpie has just come down and carried off 
sotnething in her beak. 
Geor. Look, Blaisot ! 
• Blais. {FoUoTmng with his eyes.) Will you drop 
that, you cursed Magpie ? Lookye here, Geor< 
get, if she 'amt carried off my new shilling, that 

I wouldn^t have given 

Geor. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Poor Blaisot ; I canU help 
laughing. 

Blais. (Running and looking up after the bird^ 
as he approaches the sentinel^ who looks and laughs.) 
And you're laughing too ; (To the sentinel) there 
she is, the d— d thief! into the belfry. I watched 
the place ; if I could but climb up. Wait a bit, 
if I but catch you. 

{Goes to the church door^ whidh the workmen 
are supposed to have left open ; he goes in 
and gets inside the belfry.) 

Geor. He thinks the Magpie will wait for him ; 
poor Blaisot ! ha ! ha! ha ! 

Blais. (Hallooing out of the Belfry — something 
in hi^kand.) Holloa ! Georget ! Georget I (Stream- 
ing with impatience.) Annette is innocent ! look 
here, look here^the spoon ! Oh lud, oh lud — 
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Enter Gervas, Dame, Richard, and ViUa- 

IZe. \ ^"-^-the matter? 
Blais. {Stoppwg.) Come here all of yoo, come 
here, Annette s innocent ! (Rmg$ ogam.) 

Gerv. Bat Blaisot, Blaisot— tell os. 
Blais. {Stopping the BelL) Dame, Gervas, Rich- 
ard I Oh I {Out of breath,) nm as fast as yon can, 
here's the spoon and fork, and ever so many 
things, and my new shilling. It was the Magpie 
that stole 'am. 

Qerv, Here, Dame Gerras, hold your apron. 
(He throws them down.) 

[Exeunt Gervasand Richard, L.U.V.Z. 
^^-**SOT continues ringing, 
Blais. {On the scaffolding, looking out,) here 
she is, and Richard carrying her in bis arms. 
^^'^^ ^OiVAS with Richard, carrying Anw 
f"^ i-n,u.E. her father enters^ and clasps 
htrmhi$ arms all the villagers shau^Dame 
Gervatfallg ^ her knees to AnneUe, who 
tenderly raises her — the characters form a 
goieral tableau^ and the curtain drops. 
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